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Author's Notes: 

Hey, here comes my first fiction ever to be published! As for the beginning, | would like to say, English isn't 
my first language, so | apologize about all mistakes. I've written before, a lot in fact, this is just only good one 
to be published now. | hope you like my story, and | also hope you'd let me know it, or oppositely, I'd appreciate 


your criticism. Nothing more to say right now, please enjoy! 


Bittersweet Memories 

When you look me in the eyes, | just.. wanna go away and cry. You hurt me so much. 

| can see the guilt in your pale blue eyes, but it doesn't matter anymore. You betrayed me, you weren't 
faithful, even though you promised to be. 

Behind the guilt, | still can see the restrained love. But it doesn't matter. Either. 

| did love you. | did love you more than anything else. You were my sun, my moon, and all my stars. And | 
thought that you loved me too. 

But you just stopped caring. You didn't come home at nights, you didn’t tell where you had been. Sometimes 
you were away for days, we missed you even in rehearsals. You did avoid me. You did betray me. And it's been 
over two years now. Since | broke up with you. 


It was the 2nd day of August, in 1991, when Lars finally told me how the things truly were. He knocked at my 


door at noon, and asked if you were home. Of course you weren't, you were some-else-where. And | told Lars 
so. He said that he has something to discuss with me. | was a bit confused, because Lars looked like lost and 
kicked puppy, when | let him in. He told me to sit down and listen very well. And did he told me that do not 
freak out too, and in my own opinion, | did handle it pretty well, because | didn't freak out like.. Freaking out 
freak out. 

Lars told it all to me, like good friend would. Didn't exaggerate the facts and other little things. Just told 
matter-of-factly, when it had started, and how it was going on just right on that second we talked. Or he 
talked, | was just listening, so ready to cry my little heart outta my chest. 

| still remember, like it was yesterday, how Lars whispered so quietly "I'm so sorry", when he saw the 
expression on my face, when his little "wake up to reality, he doesn't care about you"-speech was over. 

In my heart, I'd known it after the first time you didn't come. But | just wouldn't accept it, couldn't stand the 
fact that | wasn’t enough, that you didn't care anymore. 

When Lars told me, it everything just snapped inside my head. But now I'm truly happy that he told, because if 
he hadn't, | still would probably be living in that lie. Telling myself that everything is still okay, that you do love 
me. 

We were at my house back then. In the house, which was ours. Which is mine, and his now. 

| cried nearly three hours. With Lars on my side. | cried to his shoulder, and he listened it all. He listened when 
| screamed your name, shouted that you can't do this to me. He listened it all. He didn't try to comfort and 
soothe me with meaningless words, because he knew it would just make me even more angrier, frustrated and 
sadder. He just listened. 

And when you came, after two and half a day being only-god-knows-where, back to home, he was on my side, 
when | told you to fuck off. When | threw everything what was yours and what | could get in my little hands 
at you, bitter tears striping my pale cheeks. 

When | threw my silver ring to floor at front of you. The ring you gave me when we changed the vows back 
in 1988. The ring which was, and still is, similar to yours. The ring which inside read with pretty font 

~Kirk, my love forever. 1291988 


For you, forever seemed to be just two years, and some odd months, from the point it was pronounced. 


When | had finished my screaming for you that day, | fell on the floor on my knees, and started crying like a 
little child again. | know it was pathetic, but you know, you were my everything. Everything. Not just a lover, a 
fuck buddy or a very good mate. You were my everything, my life, my heart, my soul and my love. But | don't 
think you understood it. Until that what happened. 


But even then, you didn't act like you were caring. | remember that unreadable look in your eyes, when you 
looked down to me, and then to Lars. Without words, you just disappeared upstairs, and five minutes went 
before you came back with some of your stuff and left again. I'm sure | saw some tears in your eyes when 
you closed the door silently, but it aint so big deal. Anymore. After that incident, you never came back. Lars 
and Jason brought you the rest of your stuff, and me, well, | wasn't capable to do anything for a long time. | 
was just so broken | didn't eat or drink or anything, | couldn't even go upstairs because there was shared so 
many moments between us. | slept on my couch many weeks, | couldn't even think of going into our, my, bed. | 
couldn't even think of moving in general. 

I'm quite sure you hadn't any idea, what was going on after you left. After all, I'm not sure even myself what 


happened then. | just remember lying on that million years old couch, trying to put my thoughts into places. 
Having the feeling, when you want to cry, but you have no tears left what to shed. But now I've started to 
think, that the only thing what for | survived, was Lars. He had always been a really good friend for me, and 
always taking care of me, if something happened. But then he took a really special place in my life, in my heart. 
| don't think | fell in love with him straight away, but you know, like you fall asleep, first slowly, and then all at 
once. 

He stayed with me nearly all the time, even when he knew it wouldn't change anything. He just wanted to be 


with me. He cared. He still cares. 


It took about three weeks from me to recover, even somehow, and seeing you again after all that, well, it was 
probably one of my life's worst situations ever. | knew | hadn't got over you still, | was still deep inside me a 
little bit in love with you, thought my brain was starting to understand how awful you were to me. But when 
the day came when | needed to see you, Lars was there. | can still recall the memory of the burning tears 
coming up to my eyes, when | saw you sitting on that one chair, your hair hanging on your face. | knew you 
were ashamed, ashamed of all you did, but as | was ready to cry again then, Lars just squeezed my shoulder, 
and | came back to earth. You didn't deserve me, you never did. For a second back then, | was ready to forget 
everything you did, everything | said, and just. | was ready to love you again. But that was just that one 
second. Because you really do not deserve me. Maybe there will be someone crossing your fate some when, 
somebody, who doesn't care about your past, or anything. Someone, who'll just be ready to love you right on 
that moment, and maybe continue with you on the same fate. Maybe. I'd hope that to happen. Even though you 
weren't good for me, | still believe you can be good for someone else. For someone, who you do really deserve. 


For someone, who you do really love. 


That moment back then was kind of awkward, but time ran, and then Bob came out shouting to us, why the 
fuck weren't we in the studio already, so we didn't need to think of it. Much. When our session was over, and 
Bob again was freaking angry, | ran to home as quick as | could, and started crying again. Like | did for some 
time along after every time | saw you. But again | had Lars on my side. It was getting so usual, that he came 
to my place every night, and sometimes even slept with me. We weren't in any sexual connection with each 


other, before that one night which just changed every fucking thing. And my god am | happy it did 


It was a Friday night in September, and Lars had again invited himself to my place for the night. We decided to 
watch a movie, and | still remember, like it'd be yesterday, when | screamed out that | want to watch The 
Shining, when he suggested the whole movie-thing. Lars laughed that delighting laugh of his and | got up to find 
the DVD from my endless collection, and put it on We lied on that old couch, his head on my chest, and | 
hugged him from the behind. It wasn't anything strange, we'd been doing that since the day we met, when | 
started to feed Lars every ounce of my horror knowledge, and put him watching all of the classics, and the 
stupid splatters. 

The whole point of the movie went over from us both, but it didn't matter so much - we'd both seen that 


movie countless times before, but | just somehow love to watch the actors working in it. 


We laughed for every little stupid thing on the movie, then we laughed at each other, and when the movie was 
over, Lars went to grab us some beer. But then he found out | didn't have any beer, only one little can, so he 


came from my kitchen with wine glasses and a very expensive red wine bottle, opening it smoothly and pouring 


that red fluid into our glasses. That made me laugh too - little was still a new one for the wines and the more 
better alcohol drinks back then, so it was funny to look how he tried to do the serving like a professional, and 
read the name of the wine with a royal tune in his voice, and said it would bea really awesome sensation To 
drink it. Later he told me he had just grabbed it from one of my cupboards as it seemed cool and came with 
the glasses. | knew it already, but it was sweet to have him tell it to me himself. 


So we drank the wine, which actually was pretty good - like I'd buy bad alcoholics - and | think we got a little 
bit tipsy, as Lars on one point just sat to my lap like it'd been the most normal thing in the entire world, and 
looked at me with a straight face. It was a good quiet moment then before Lars opened his little mouth and 


started talking. 


"You know Kirk, you're really cute", | remember him saying, and then giggling a little like a school girl. | just 
giggled myself too, but inside started thinking those words more deeply. | knew Lars was so touchy-feely guy 
that he could go to find a some stranger on a street and tell him he was cute, so at first | didn't take it very 
seriously. But then he started blabbering away everything about our times together, since the time | joined 
Metallica, but still being a little drunk he was wise enough to keep his mouth shut about the thing with me and 
you. | listened it all, even though | was getting tired, but | waited for Lars to say something real for once. | had 
a good time waiting, it took him about fifteen minutes or even longer to say his thing, and boy did it come fast 
from his mouth to the end. | hardly even registered it, but there he had sat on my lap, speaking faster than a 
Ferrari moves, holding the half-empty wine glass, and saying "and | think | am in love with you". 


Some people may have paid then to see my face when | finally understood what Lars had said. | don't 
remember very clearly, but Lars had giggled nervously and said that | look stupid, but then turned quiet again 
It had seemed like he was waiting for me to answer that sentence, but as | just couldn't get a word out of my 
mouth when so many thoughts crossed my mind again, he just got up from my lap and looking disappointed, 
drank the last of his wine, placing it too prettily to the glass table, and sighed like he was just about to cry. 
Registering that | might had hurt Lars’ feelings on that moment back then took me a while, and | remember, 
just as Lars was going to stand up and leave, | jumped from my position on the couch and gripped his arm 
viciously hard. | didn't know what the fuck was | supposed to say, my slightly alcohol blurred brain was still 
functioning on Lars’ words, so | just hugged him tight, and felt him return the embrace. He must've taken it as 
some kind of invitation, so he looked up to me again and lay his lips on my neck. That shocked me, and | was 


just about to push Lars away, but he felt the tension on my body before | could do anything, and pulled away. 


Lars had always been cute in my opinion, and it wasn't a problem. He was just Lars Ulrich, and probably 
everyone thought he was cute. He'd also always been really nice to me, and couple of times he had even flirted 
with me, but | had just laughed - he was Lars Ulrich, and Lars Ulrich flirts with everyone and everything. He'd 
taken it kind of bitterly when you and me told on our times that we were together, but | had just suggested 
back then that he might just have had a bad day, and even tried to look happy for us, but then pushed the 
whole thing aside, because for the rest of the time he acted like nothing had changed, even when he 
sometimes caught us kissing behind some corner. But as | now-a-days know better some things, | think that 


it's not wrong to be proud of Lars when he took it all so well. 


When Lars had pulled away, we just sat there looking into each other's eyes for about a minute, our arms still 


hugging the another one. That minute, it seemed like it'd last forever, but that bubble got broken when a tear 
came down on Lars' cheek. Three tears were shed by him while still being quiet, but then he just let his hands 
fall down and backed to the corner of the couch, curling into a ball and started sobbing like a little child, which 
he still was inside. Then | didn't need time to think what to do next, | just curled myself as close him as | could 


| stroked his hair, and lift his head. | hadn't any idea still, why it all had started, but | knew Lars had all the 


rights to cry, was the reason any fucking thing ever. 


It broke my heart too when Lars finally looked into my eyes again. A pair of big, the most intense, green eyes, 
filled with so, so, so much emotion. They glistened with tears, but if you know a person, you can look through 
everything, if you really want to know how's he feeling. You never did look me into eyes like we looked then, not 
even when the vows were changed on 80's. You shared your sweet moments with me, and got to learn 
everything about me. But never could you look into me like that, never did you even try. 

Lars' eyes are a mirror of his soul. If you can look right, you will know exactly how's he feeling, and if you love 
him, if you really understand, they can also be a mirror of his mind l've seen it all, I've learned the way To 
look at him, the way how to read him, and back then, his eyes were mostly filled with love and sadness, some 
kind of shame of being rejected. And by that, | started to realize, he had meant everything he said for me, 
everything he did for me, along all these years. | realized, he really was in love with me. How much it had hurt 
him, when you and | had our times. And most importantly, | realized, that | never needed you to be happy. Yes, 
| loved you, you were my everything. But | didn't need you. | could've survived pretty well without you. But | 
just clung to you, automatically connecting the needing and loving in my head, wrongly. | realized that | needed 
Lars. Yes. That idiot motormouth drummer, that fucking pipsqueak, the asshole. But | didn't fall in love right 
then. Things. they just got more clearer in my head. 


We sat there a sometime, and the only real sound what was to be heard was Lars’ breathing, thick with tears. 
Some of them still were falling down on his cheeks, but | wiped them all away. That made him smile a little, and 
when | leaned in closer to him then, and whispered "it's okay", he grabbed my head between his hands and just 
lay his forehead to mine. As | recall the memory, | think that if itd be possible to die because sees something 
overly cute, | would've done that then. Yes, he had red and puffy eyes, lips all dry and a heated face, but my 
god he looked cute. He looked pitiful, and cute. That made me kiss him, | remember. It wasn't a long or hot or 
anything kiss, just a brief touch of lips, which lingered for a second when | pulled away. That still meant a 
whole world to Lars, and he started crying again, and fell into my arms burying my whole face under his little 
kisses. It was okay. | had had enough time to think should | back up or something, and it felt just right to have 
Lars there kissing with me. 


| think we lost the track of the time, and we drifted from my living room couch, to upstairs, to place | hadn't 
been in a month, to my bedroom, a room where | hadn't been for longer than a month, to my bed. That bed, 
where you and me had fun on many nights. That room which air was almost hanging heavy with the memories 
of you and me. We didn't do much that night, just kissed and touched a bit, and then fell asleep on each others 
arms. Nothing earth moving happened, but that night made our bond million times stronger. In my opinion, 


though. 


The next morning came back then too quickly. But wasn't the waking sweet, | woke up to Lars’ Cupid's bow lips 
on mine. Did that feel good. It made my day a whole lot of better, right from the start. Never on our time 


together, did | wake up to your kiss. Sometimes | got greeted by your pale eyes, and a brief touch on face, but 
never a kiss. Never. | knew, and | know, you weren't a person who liked touching, or showing attention or love, 
but man, it wouldve been a really nice surprise to even some morning to wake under your kiss. | mean, we 


were together almost eight years. But those times are now gone, and | shouldn't be thinking of them. 


Lars would've deserved the "Most Cutest Person in the Entire World"-trophy again then, when he saw | woke 
up, his big eyes lit up with delight and he started cuddling me, peppering my face with his tiny, tiny kisses like 
the night before. It was rice, and for the first time in my life, | wasn't the one who was giving love to another 
person. That was one point, where | started like him a lot more. And as the day went on, | didn't reject him 
anyhow when he wanted to touch me or kiss me, Lars was so happy, that | don't know have | ever seen him, 
or anyone, more happier. And when he was happy, | was happy too. The day was a solutioning one if we 
thought about our future, because of all he did and said, | realized how real good person, and a person with 
who to fall in love with Lars was. And is. And will be. On every second | begun to like him more and more, and 
by the end of the day | fell head over heels for him, when he put up a small candlelit dinner when | was on a 
walk. | kept it to myself to the end of the day, and as we went to bed, Lars taking the rights to sleep with me 
now, | told him that | had thought of things, and with a gentle kiss | told | was in love with him too. Again, 
tears were shed, but this time they weren't tears of pain or sorrow, just pure happiness. We kissed and 
promised we wont never leave each other, and in the darkness of the night we made love for the first time 


ever. 


After it, Lars practically moved to my house, and made sure in every way possible that | was his only loved 
one ever, and would be for the rest of his life. | was a little bit shyer one then, my heart still partially broken 
because of you. But Lars did amazingly good job by teaching me to trust again, healing my heart to one. He 
showed me what love is, as | had gotten a wrong picture of it from you, and then again forgetting it. I've 
always been the one quiet boy from a Christian family, spending his time sitting in a corner reading Bible. You 
had the resources to take me on, pretend | meant something, and Lars just was ready to do show the world 


for me, and give me everything | wanted. Determined to show me he cared, determined to make me care about 


he, too. 


Now, it's year 1993, and two years has passed like nothing, and I've built up a real strong and healthy 
relationship with Lars, full of love and trust. Something, we never had, thought | believed so for a too long 
time. Today, it's I2th day of September, the same day in 1988 when we changed vows. | remember the day of 
ours clearly, but now, wiser and more contemplated, it was happy day then, but really it didn't bring me more 
than just sorrow and loneliness. Today, | hope the memory will be replaced with a better one, with a better 
future coming, as | will ask Lars 

"Would you be my love forever?" 


Hoping the answer would be yes. 


